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Xmas in Hell 


Author's Notes: 

Album inspired this..and the book.. l'm just really in love with Nikki Sixx.. Short chapter because its a short 
song. 

| - Xmas in Hell 

December 25th, 198b. 


Merry fucking Christmas. 


| was too scared to run to the closet, so | managed to jam myself under the cheap ass Christmas tree | had 


up in my living room. | was completely naked, and completely insane. 


| was convinced there were elves running around. That was definitely more festive than the usual men | see 
running around and fucking my shit up. This time, though, | didn't have a gun, and it's probably not a good thing 
to do to shoot elves. 


You think it stops there? There's voices in my head | have to endure. | hear them whispering, telling me | need 
it. Telling me | don't need anything or anyone else, because who makes me feel as good as it does? Nobody. 
Yeah, that's right. The voices get louder unless | do it. They're speaking to me, telling me, what are you waiting 
for? Just do it. Just do it. Just do it. Just do it.just do it.. And then they start yelling at me. Why aren't you 
doing it?! What's wrong with you?! Why aren't you shooting up, Nikki? Don't you wanna feel good?! Don't you 
wanna be normal? If | don't do it, then the screaming starts, and the voices turn into tiny demons in my mind 
that are trying to claw their way out and they're throwing themselves against the walls and biting through 
my ear and screaming and begging for me to do it, so | can feel normal again. That usually cracks me, | usually 
give up and do it. Once, | didn't. | cried and yelled back. They were screaming so loud my ears were ringing and | 
was clawing at my head to make it fucking stop. They wouldn't. So, naturally, | slammed my head into the wall 


and knocked myself out. That made them stop. 
Right now, because l'm procrastinating, they're starting to yell. | did myself the favor and cooked up my 
holiday dinner- which didn't require much, just a plastic baggie, brownstone, a spoon, a lighter and a syringe. | 


cooked it up until | was salivating for it and | plunged the fucking thing into my arm just to feel normal again. 


Yeah, maybe | felt normal, but I'm sure there's nothing normal about passing out, fully naked, under your 
Christmas tree with a needle in your arr. 


Why am | telling you this? | need to know what l'm doing, where l'm going and what | have done and where | 


have gone. In case | die. In case | have no friends who care too much for me. 


Welcome to my nightmare.| hope | didn't scare you. 


Van Nuys 


| fucked up. 


How did this start? When | was abandoned. | know | say it was the accident and my shoulder hurt so | started 
smoking it- but it was more than that. So much more than that. There was no pain in my shoulder, and in my 
mind, | was on a cloud. My fears, worries, doubts, nightmares, they went away. | didn't have to fight them off 
or spend my hotel nights waking every hour, shaking, wondering why my parents didn't love me. IT changed. 
When | did wake up, I'd smoke it. My mind stopped hurting, and | could sleep again 


| was afraid of the needle. Two reasons, one- a needle hurts. Two, what if | can't stop? I've always had an 
addictive personality, whether it was what | was listening to or what | was wearing, | did it in excess. | became 
obsessed. | couldn't fucking let go. 


The night | did try the needle, the poke didn't matter, because what the fuck does a little needle prick matter 
when you're injecting paradise into your veins? Goddamn. It didn't last long- | got sick shortly after. | spent the 
night with the toilet. | couldn't sleep, my body hurt, | wasn't sure if | ate something red or if | was throwing 
up blood, and | was scared. Very scared. Naturally, what do you think | did? | tried to get more of that feeling, 
by shooting up more, and holyfuckingshit it worked. It was like the best orgasm I'd ever had times 0, 
everywhere. It was almost like looking out at an ocean of fans, but nothing compares to that. It was finding 


love. It was realizing you were in love, and shit, she loves you back.. 
Everybody gets high. 


Yeah, but it wasn't perfect. It was just for a few hours and then I'd come crashing down from the clouds. My 
parachute didn't open and fuck, | hit the ground hard, but why didn't | just fucking die? Why do | have to go 
through this pain? | hated myself even more. The pain was worse than before- because you can't have good 
without evil, an angel without a demon, or love without hate. Therefore, | deserved this. The dope sucked all 
the dopamine out of me and left me dry. Empty. Alone. It's like if the person who took your virginity called you 
a whore and left when they were done. Wait, I'm not a whore, I've never done this before... It's like the love of 
your life walking out on you. It's like your parents abandoning you for no fucking reason at all. Why? Why? 
Why? 


| spent the time clawing into my skin, banging my head into the wall, thinking of ways to kill myself, wondering 
who would miss me, and crying, trying to find anything to save me. Cocaine? Put me in the closet. Acid? Saw 


monsters, including my father. Ecstasy? Couldn't move. What do | fucking do? 
Everybody gets low. 
| hated myself- | hated the way | looked | hated the hole in my heart. | hated looking at myself in the mirror. | 


hated the way it made me look, but fuck, the way | felt was so good. | had bruises up my arms like I'd been 


abused by someone who liked to grab me and hurt me. In a way, she did grab me, hurt me but make me feel 


good. Why my arms, for everyone to see? The veins were easy to find. They weren't so easy when they'd 
collapse, and then | really looked weird. | was losing my appetite, losing weight so fast any girl on a diet 
supplement would be very fucking jealous, and my clothes were suddenly loose. | could hide out here, in Van 


Nuys, never go out again and wither away... 
Everybody gets bruised. 


| was gone, | couldn't come back. Once you fall in love, you don't see a purpose in loving anything else. Once you 
taste excess, everything else tastes bland. Once you sell your soul, there is no refund. And | sold mine to the 


most wicked, beautiful devil | could have picked 
Everybody gets sold. 


It doesn't end there- it continues. It's a downfall of fucked up bullshit, like the fact that | haven't spoken to any 
of my friends in weeks- if | even have any left. It's me, trying to stay high and not pass out, so | do coke to 
wake the hell up and | get so paranoid | hide in my closet for hours on end until | come down. It's seeing people, 


hearing voices, things that aren't really there. Or are they there? | don't. don't know. 
Everybody gets dark 


Oh, and the worst part- the love. Yeah. Why am | doing it, if | know all of this? There's a hole in my heart, and 
it's so deep and so wide it hurts. How can | feel the void? By injecting myself with sweet demons every day? 
That's what | make myself believe. I'm so desperate for love, | couldn't find it in anybody and | turned to drugs. 
And drugs make me feel good, loved, wanted..a synthetic feeling, temporary at that, but still good enough to 
make me do it over and over again. One of the worst feelings is coming down- and wishing there was someone 
that cared enough to hold me. Tell me it's okay. Tell me | can stop, and they'll help me.. but that won't happen 
| don't know what it is, but its the same reason why my parents didn't love me and girls didn't care for me 
and my friends took advantage of me. Maybe | have a sign over my head that reads "fuck me in the ass" or 
something. Yeah, | have fans that love me, but they don't know me deep down inside, because if they did, 


they'd surely leave. All I've ever wanted was..love. 

Everybody unfolds. 

| wiped my eyes and mouth. | was crying. Sobbing. My body was trembling and everything was hurting. | 
wonder, is this what my idols went though? | sit here, in my mansion in Van Nuys, ask myself questions l'll 
never know the answer to and slowly lose my mind, that is if it's not already gone. 


| hate the sound of myself crying. 


It gets so fucking annoying when you hear it every day. Do you ever run out of tears? Does everyone 


eventually become numb, or are those just the lucky ones? Why? Why? Why? 


| felt a panic attack coming on strong, and | shot up before it could get to me. Everybody gets high, everybody 


gets so low.. 


Life is Beautiful 


They say you need to try if you want to quit. Maybe that's the problem. Maybe because l'm so in love with it, 
| haven't attempted to quit. 


You wanna know the truth? | don't want to quit. | want to continue on like this until it kills me because I'll be 
slightly less miserable. | can't even imagine what it would be like if | stopped doing heroin I'd have to face my 


problems..with no help whatsoever. 


| died once. | was revived, but it still didn't stop me. | walked straight out of the hospital and when | got to the 
parking lot, | noticed two girls crying. They were sitting on the curb crying together. One was really pretty, the 
other was kind of pretty, but she had a nice body. They looked up at me and their jaws dropped. 


"Nikki? You're alive!" 

"Oh, yeah. Are you old enough to drive?" | asked the older looking one. She nodded. 

"My car is over there." 

"If it's not too much trouble, can you give me a ride home? I'll give you some money...” 

"Yes! | mean, sure, of course. But you don't have to pay me." 

They were crazy about me. | liked them, they didn't ask for any autograph or whip out a fucking Polaroid or 
some shit, they just.liked me. They liked Crue. As she pulled up in my driveway, which | was totally 
comfortable giving her the directions to because | knew she wasn't psycho, she put her hand on my shoulder 
before | got out. 

"Don't do it again, Nikki. Promise us." 

"| promise you." | smiled. "Thank you for the ride." 

She nodded and waited until | was inside until they left. | went upstairs, went in my bathroom, and broke the 
promise. As | injected myself, all | could hear was the whiny, scratchy, screaming "I'm alive! Livewire!" part of 
the chorus in Livewire. lronic, that of all songs, | have that in my head. 

We tend to find opposites attractive sometimes, don't we? If we were all the same, imagine how boring life 
would be. If everyone got up at the same time, went to bed at the same time, worked at the same time..if 
everyone was just considered normal. It would be so bland. Tasteless. Meaningless. Life is beautiful, isn't it? | 


think it is. Despite the fact that | hate myself and inject a poison into my veins even after it kills me. How not- 


normal of me. 


| changed my voicemail when | got home, too. "Hi, you've reached Nikki Sixx. I'm not here right now because l'm 


dead." 


| got a lot of nasty voicemails. One from Vince, in his whiny, scratchy, screaming voice- "you fucker, that's not 
funny!" Another from my girlfriend, who | completely forgot about, telling me to go fuck myself and she was 
actually worried. Aww, isn't that sweet? She was worried. | bet she forgot we were together until she heard 
the news. My favorite one was Tommy's, though. It was silent, followed by a sniffle, and a lighthearted laugh. 
Then he hung up. | decided to call him back. 


That's how | ended up laying in my dark bedroom with him, lights off, the only light was the fire from the 
lighter we were using to smoke with. Mainly cigarettes, and just a little bit of crack. | explained to him what 
smack feels like, and if he ever does it or gets any ideas, I'll kill him before it kills him. He agreed. He was 
almost falling asleep after chain smoking, and | hit him with a pillow. 


"Son of a bitch," he laughed. He smacked me in the face with the pillow. | sat up and hit him harder with it, and 
he grabbed my hair and hit me with his pillow. | was laughing hysterically. He hit me a second time and then 
grabbed my shoulders and pinned me down. | was still laughing. 


"Your lip is bloody. Did | hurt you?" 


"| didn't feel it," | said. He wiped it with his thumb, and then looked at my mouth and slowly up to my eyes. | 
stopped laughing and he kissed me softly. When he pulled away he licked the blood off my lip and then got up 
and lit another cigarette. | laughed again. | liked him more than | liked my girlfriend. Wasn't that fucking 
hilarious, that | liked my best friend who is a guy, more than my own girlfriend? You gotta laugh when you're 


the joke.. 
"What's funny?" He asked me. 


"l'm a fuckin’ joke," | said. | covered my face with the pillow he hit me with and tried fall asleep. | eventually did, 


but only because his arm fell around my waist after a few minutes. 


He was gone the next morning. And now l'm here. Alone. | couldn't help but think of Dokken's "Alone Again’, it 
was sort of fitting. | wasn't completely alone, | had my drugs. Don't think | wasted any time. | was completely 


strung out. 


It got me thinking. I'm not even 30 years old yet, not even close, and I've experienced more than the average 
person, I'm sure. Have other people been through what I've been through? I'm not asking anyone to feel sorry 


for me, or have any sympathy. Am | just weird? | wanted to know. We all have our demons. 


So was it normal to be abandoned both parents, cry myself to sleep every night in middle school, dress like a 
“fucking freak" in high school, become a rockstar, die once, see things that aren't there, do possibly the 
hardest drug you can do, live in a mansion, be so fucking strung out you can't remember why you're rattling 


off all your problems.? Oh yeah.. | don't think that's very average. | can look any stranger in the eyes, and tell 


them, "I've done things that you won't". 

| wondered if slitting myself open would compare to this. I've always liked blood. I've heard of people doing it 
before. Does cutting yourself truly ease the pain? Maybe l'm just insane- no, | know I'm insane- but maybe 
that's just another insane thought. Is it? | was tempted to try it. 


Suddenly, | remembered | was alone and | started to cry. | cried until it hurt. 


l'm used to that feeling. Crying until you're choking because it hurts so bad, but you just can't stop fucking 
crying. 


| did just that, until | passed out. 


Pray for Me 


Author's Notes: 
Next chapter is gonna be depressing. I'm just reflecting off each song on the album.. Enjoy. This ones kinda 
short. 


4- Pray for Me 


Step one, dig deep inside your head. Remember everything you hate about yourself- its not hard. Remember 
how much you annoy everyone around you. Remember all the things you've fucked up. Remember how you 
were abandoned because nobody fucking likes you and remember how she likes you, she'll make you feel real 
good..so step two- inject it in your arm. Step three, wait. Then the rush hits. Fuck.. It's like a tripled orgasm. If 
you're not doing anything, you nod off into a dreamy haze and sometimes, you wake yourself up from talking 
to your dreams. Sometimes my parents are there. | don't have nightmares in my daze. Nightmares are for the 
nights when I'm not in a drug-induced slumber. You see why l'm addicted to this shit? I've done every drug 
there is to do. Nothing compares to this. Nothing.. It's like falling in love with your best one night stand, 
because just when you think you're finally happy, you wake up the next morning and she's gone. Onto the next 
rockstar. It hurts. 


My girlfriend came over. The first thing she did was slap me and scream at me for doing what | did, which 
was dying. | shrugged it off. The bitch can find someone else for all | care, I've been going out with her for 
nine months and | hardly know her. It's like she's somebody new every time we meet. Maybe l'm that way too, 
but | believe | only have two personalities: Nikki and..well, | don't know. Sikki? Hal Nikki is an abused, scared, dumb 
little kid. Sikki is an insane, drug-addled lost cause. And my girlfriend is probably worse than that, only because 
she doesn't know when to shut her fucking mouth. 


| just wanna get high and make her go away. 

She was going off on me about drug use, as if she doesn't do drugs. Yeah, she doesn't dance with the liquid 
devil, but that doesn't mean she isn’t addicted to crack and is probably high on it right now. That's a major 
difference between us. She enjoys staying up and being paranoid. | hate that shit. She's talking at a million miles 
and hour and all | can think it holy fuck, shut up.. 

And | blurted exactly that. 

"Holy fuck. Shut up, would you?" 


"Nol You're out of control! Look at you!" 


"Fuck off!" | yelled back. "I am not out of control. I'm completely in control and | know what I'm fucking doing." 


Yeah, | was lying, but | don't let people know my weak points. "Besides, you're out of control." 


"I am not!" Maybe we think we're in love because we're both liars. Even this relationship is a lie. | don't love 


her, and | never have. | love her body. | wish she would go away. "You need help. I'll help you." 
"What?" | laughed. "Are you serious?" 
"Dead serious! You look terrible. How are you gonna go on tour like that? Everyone will notice!" 


"| don't really give a fuck what you, or anyone else thinks," | told her. She took a step back and went off again 
about how disgusting | look.. As if | needed to hear that.. 


"Shut up, bitch! You're fucking tweaked out of your mind!" 

She jumped on me and started hitting me. It was only because | was right. She was barking up the wrong tree. 
| couldn't help but laugh as she attempted to hurt me, and maybe that was because | was completely trashed 
and I'm an evil son of a bitch. That was probably also the explanation of my next move- since she tried 
scratching my scabs and pushing on my eyes, | decked her and knocked her out. She fell back and on the floor 
with a thud. My arm stung and was bloody from where she ripped it open. Fucking bitch. 

"What is with you?" | mumbled as | dragged her by the arms. She was heavy. | didn't remember her this way. 
| opened the front door and pulled her outside. | left her there and shut the door and locked it. | wanted 
nothing to do with her anymore. 

| went upstairs and back to my sanctuary, where | lit a candle and cooked a fix. | heard her car starting and 
something hit my window. | looked outside and she was up and running again, grabbing handfuls of rocks and 
throwing them at the house. | flipped her off. She yelled something about how she won't beg me to quit 
anymore because l'm a lost cause. 

"Go the fuck away," | yelled out the window. "Go!" 

She got in her car and left. Finally. 


| shot up and did a line of coke to keep from nodding off. Crazy bitch. 


It was the next morning when | woke up and shit was..different. Something changed. Everything was in a 


different arrangement. 
"Good morning," | heard a voice. | jumped and turned around. There she was, in bed with me. 


"How did you get in here?" 


"What do you mean? You let me in" She twirled her hair. 


"And kicked you out." She frowned. Okay, she was fucking with me. | clearly remember knocking her out. That 
would explain the bruise on the side of her face. Does she think she can play me like that? | am not that 
fucking easy. 


She took off her shirt and got over top of me. Woah, okay. Maybe | am that easy. 


"We haven't had good sex in a long time," she said. Yeah, this was basically just a once in a while she shows up 


and we fight or get high together kind of relationship. Dysfunctional? Absolutely. 


"Take these off," | mumbled, pulling her panties back and let go, so they snapped her skin She flipped her hair 
and complied. | ran my hand over her ass and then pushed her back and put my head between her legs. | 
kissed her stomach a bit before | went down on her. This is why | was with her. She's a sight for sore, sunken 


in, tired junkie eyes. 


"Nikki," she moaned. She sighed a bit. | licked her until she moved her hips, that's when | really had fun with it. 
| closed my mouth over her clit and sucked. She moaned louder and spread her legs wider. | pushed my tongue 
inside her and kept it up until she was begging me to stop so she didn't cum. | pulled away and rubbed her 
pussy a bit before she pushed me away and spit on my dick. She got it wet and got over top of me. She 
lowered herself on me and bounced. She was so fucking tight..this was good. | forgot how much | enjoyed sex. 
It's been a while. 


"That feels so good," | groaned. | grabbed her hips and helped her. | started meeting her hips with thrusts so | 


could go deeper. She moaned like a whore. 
"Nikki! Oh, Nikki!" 

"You want it harder?" | panted. 

"Yes!" 


| pushed her back and spread her legs. | grabbed her hips and fucked her so the headboard was pounding 
against the wall. She tried to kiss me but | didn't want to, so | ducked down and put my head on her shoulder. 


"im close," | mumbled. 
"Faster." 
| moved faster. She started rubbing herself and in the heat of the moment, | loved her. | loved her body, at 


least. | didn't love who she was or our relationship. She screamed and | felt her clenching. | pulled out and came 


on her stomach. | licked her pussy again so she would cum faster and she squirted in my mouth. That was 


different.. | guess that's what | get for cumming on her. She wiped herself off and | grabbed my cigarettes off 
the nightstand and lit one. | leaned back and shut my eyes. 


"l'm gonna go," she told me. 
"See ya" 
| heard her shuffling around and then the door closed. Just like a groupie. | really didn't need her. 


| got up to go find my drugs and they weren't there. | frowned. What the hell.? | opened all the drawers and 
there was no fucking sign of them anywhere. | hate it when she hides my fucking shit! 


Tomorrow 


Author's Notes: 

So obviously, or maybe not obviously, | pour myself out into his character. Reading his book really gets to 
me..like we fucking understand each other but we've never met. It's crazy. lim rambling. Point is, me and Nikki 
are both fucked up... I'm gonna do 8 more chapters..and | just updated Van Nuys if you read that one too. 
Thank you lovelies for reading. 


| stared at myself in the mirror. 
Jesus, | looked disgusting. 


What do you think of when you hear the word junkie? | think of myself. | think of how my eyes are always 
tired and slightly sunken in, how my arms are covered in bruises and scans from stabbing myself and my 
veins are collapsing one by one. | think of the desire | have for this drug. | think of everything fucked up that's 
lead me to this point.and it's my fault. 


| went to band practice for one hour. We were scheduled for three hours. | couldn't take it. They couldn't take 


it. | couldn't fucking remember how the songs went. 
"You look terrible," Vince had said. "And you sound terrible." 


You might think this is a thing friends and band mates do to help each other out, but that was far from his 


intention. He was trying to cut me down. He was trying to make me upset. 


"Well, fuck you, then. Get a different bass player. Write your own fucking songs. I've heard your original shit- 
you'll go so fucking far! Dumbass." | threw my bass down and walked out. | didn't fucking care. That was all but 


a half hour ago, and then | came home and stared at myself in the mirror. 


| looked down at my arms and ran my finger over a bruise. This is something | can't cover up. No amount of 
makeup would do it. That's why | try to stick to finding veins that aren't in my arms, because | don't like being 
a victim. | don't like people knowing what's going on deep down. Not even my best friend. They'll feel sympathy 
for me, and | hate that. | don't want to be a victim in anyone's eyes. | didn't want them having a clue that I'm 
a jurkie, and that | depend on a drug or else I'll drown in my own thoughts and fall into an even deeper 
depression due to my fucked up childhood where not even my own damn parents wanted me. | had to have 
something wrong with me. I've been to therapy, so don't ask about that. It doesn't fucking work. 


You know what does work? 


Heroin. 


| heard a knock on my door and it scared me out of my anger-induced daze. | took my time walking to the door 
to answer it, and | when | did, | was sort of shocked to see Tommy there. 


"You good?" He asked me. 


"As good as it gets. I'm the happiest son of a bitch there ever was. How are you this fine and dandy fucking 
evening?" | said, sarcastically. He laughed. "You coming in?" 


"No, | gotta get home. was just checking on you." 

"Yeah. l'm not a chick, | can handle a comment from our dickhead singer." 
"I know you can." 

"Woah, gnarly fucking bruises. What's up with your arm?" 


My dumb ass forgot to fucking cover up. Shit! "Uh, nothin, just scraped myself when | fell. | gotta go, 


somethings burning in the oven" 
"Why you in a hurry?" 


"Fuck off" | closed the door and locked it. | turned around and pressed my back against it. | waited until | heard 


his car start to exhale. And then | cried, because not even my best friend could know how fucked up | was. 
*% 

| was slowly going insane. 

Slowly. 

At an agonizing pace. 

It's like you're getting your blood drawn and you're terrified of needles, and the nurse keeps dragging the 
needle up and down your skin, torturing you while she's trying to poke you in the vein that you may not even 
have. You don't know when it's gonna go in. You don't know how much blood she's gonna take. You just don't 
fucking know when youll..snap. 

| once had a nurse tell me | have good veins. She should see me now! Ha. 

Have | told you about the closet? No? | get high in there. When you mix heroin and freebasing coke to keep 


from nodding off, you go crazy. So crazy that you hallucinate. You find comfort in a fucking closet. For some 


reason, if | go in the closet, | feel safe from all the people I'm convinced are running around my house, like 


cops or little Mexican men or just.people. Out to get me. After me. Coming for me. It's scary. | keep myself 
pressed against the wall and sometimes | have my gun with me, like when they were coming in through the 
bathroom when | was with my girlfriend and | shot through the bathroom door and | shot the brand new 
speakers | had and then | decided that wasn't a good idea so | hid my gun from myself.since there was nobody 


really there. 

I'm terrified by sadness. | give into madness. I'm running out of places to hide. 

Tommy caught me once. | still didn't tell him all about it because | hate being a victim, but he said everybody 
has a reason to justify their feelings.l'm just too scared to open up. It horrifies me. | open up, and | lose 
someone. | burn bridges faster than an arsonist. | hate myself. | really, really hate myself. 

Why am | this way? 

When am | gonna change? 


Am | gonna change? 


* 


The result of drinking is a hangover. You think thats bad? Try the result of doing this shit.. The comedown is 
so..freaky. 


You feel lost. Like you have nothing. You're alone with your thoughts and fuck, you're gonna die. If you don't 
stop this, you're gonna die. And you're alone while it happens, so there's nobody there to comfort you. There's 
nobody to tell you you're fucking panicking because you're coming down off a drug and stop picking at your 


skin, dammit, you're gonna get another scar. Nobody wants a sick junkie like me. 


What gets high must come down.no, that's not right. Whatever. The high never lasts forever, the comedown 
feels like forever, and whatever you fuck up today, you gotta deal with tomorrow. |, obviously, have never 
been one to give a shit about consequences. | don't care about crossing the bridges | burned. I'll get over it. 
Yeah, maybe you don't outrun what waits for you tomorrow, but you can't live being afraid of everything and 
regretting everything you do. 


| could keep preaching about my experiences to you, but I'd rather shoot up and pass out. 


Accidents Can Happen 


Author's Notes: 
Hmm..not sure how I'm feeling about this chapter.. Tommy's so sweet, isn't he? | think it's kinda rushed.maybe 


l'Il go back and edit it. 


"You have to get clean for the tour." 

"Lam clean." 

Tommy, Vince, Mick, every record company CEO in the room, Doc (our manager), and our producer all stared 
right at me. Hell, even the cleaning guy was staring at me. Its one thing when all eyes are on you in an 
audience, but this was different. | sunk into my chair a little bit. 


"Care you show us your arms, Nikki?" He asked me. 


"No," | scowled, crossing them and looking up at him with a frown. | felt like a kid doing that, but whatever. 
They were treating me like a kid. 


"I think you should." 

"| dont" 

"What's on his arms?" My dumbass drummer asked. 
"Scars," Mick said. 

"Nothing," | corrected him. 

"Scars from what?" Tommy looked around at everyone. 
"Shooting up, you fucking moron!" Vince snapped. 


"Don't talk to him like that," | said, standing up and leaning across the table and looking down at him. It was his 
turn to sink into the chair. 


"Enough," Doc said. | squinted at him and his assistant, ‘cause her skirt wasn't short enough, and sat back down, 


"For fucks sake," he whispered. 


"Look," our producer, | call him that because | don't remember his fucking name, said. "Just get clean for the 


tour. We can't have you passing out on stage again. Or dying." 
I'd be doing you bastards a favor," | mumbled. 

"Who would write all the hits?" 

| glared at him. That was a big fucking mistake. 


"Ooh shit," Vince laughed. They have security on hand, so | held myself back, ‘cause | didn't feel like spending 
the night in jail tonight. | got up and went for the door. | glared at Vince too, and shut his cackling ass up. 


"Call me when you can get your shit sorted out and know what words to use without getting decked in the 


teeth. Fuck you." | left. 
*% 
Three days is a long time to be clean when you're addicted. 


Hey, that's like, 12 hours. 12 long hours of having little voices telling you to just shoot up..so you do another 


shot. I'll tell you, | wasn't sure if | was sick from all the alcohol or from being clean. 

No, it wasn't because Doc followed me home with his nasty assistant bitch or maybe his new girlfriend, it was 
because Tommy came to my house late that night and asked me if he could see my arms. | showed him and 
he cried. | couldn't bring myself to do it after that. 

Maybe somebody does care.. 

Oh, shut up, Sixx. 

| grabbed the toilet like it was my groupie for the night and puked up rest of the breakfast | mistakenly made 
myself. See what happens when | try not to be dysfunctional? | couldn't tell if it was yellow from the eggs or 
yellow from dehydration. Nice visual for ya. Wanna know about the ketchup that could be blood? Didn't think so. 
"Fucking shit," | whispered, wiping my mouth with toilet paper and flushing it away for the third time this 
morning. Usually, | don't mind throwing up, ‘cause then the nausea goes away. Not today. | had to get fucked 
one way or another. 

| heard pounding on my door. | choked down what was threatening to come up and stumbled downstairs. 


"Mornin," | slurred, opening the door. Doc was frowning at me. The bus was behind him. 


"We need to go," he said. "Been waiting on you for twenty minutes." 


"Shit.hold on" 

| shut the door and ran back upstairs to grab my suitcase that | managed to pack earlier. | took the bottle of 
whiskey, the cigarettes and the sunglasses off my dresser and went back down. | met him outside and locked 
the front door. 

"That was fast," he said. 

"Too fast, too fast for love!" 


He didn't think that was funny. | did, so it counts. 


| brought my shit up to the bus and by the time | was settled in, | was throwing up in a brown paper bag 


again. 
* 


Only two weeks had passed. Two weeks of sold out shows, alcohol binging, being able to cum when | fucked 


groupies, and hotel rooms. It wasn't long before | was sick of girls and booze. 


| felt sick constantly. The withdrawals were so fucking painful when | wasn't wasted, and | wasn't allowed to be 
wasted 24/7. Who the fuck makes these rules? | wanna punch him in the fuckin’ face. 


| was desperately trying to get into my hotel room when | heard a "hey" behind me and | jumped and dropped 
the key. | turned around and saw Tommy. 


"Hey," | said. 
"What's that?" He asked, pointing to the brown paper bag in my hand. 


"The fuck do you think it is," | mumbled. | couldn't get the fucking key in the lock. | was jabbing it and nothing 


was working. 
"Nikki--" 
"Two weeks," | said. The fucking thing was upside down. | flipped it and jabbed in inside the lock. "Two weeks, and 


I'm in more pain | have been in a while. You guys say I'm hurting you. You don't know how bad | hurt. Okay? 


Leave me alone." 
"But--" 


"Leave!" 


| went inside and closed the door. | locked it and waited until | could hear the clicking sound of his boots as he 
walked away. Fucking finally. | collapsed on the bed and dumped the bag out. | tied my arm off. | was so fucking 
excited, | was shaking. How disgusting can | get? 

| shot up and it felt so fucking good. | forgot about the Coke | had from Vince. | just passed out right there. 
*% 


"Wake up. Nikki, wake up." 


| opened my eyes and looked up at Tommy. | realized there was an empty syringe and baggies all over the bed. 
| sat up and shoved them inside the paper bag. 


"What?" 

"Hey, calm down. I'm not gonna tell anyone." 

"You better not" 

"| just wanted to make sure you were okay." 

I'm fine," | said. 

"And ask you a question” 

| sighed. "What?" 

"Why?" He asked softly. | stared at him, long and hard. 

"Why what?" | asked, shakily. 

"Why'd you go back?" He sat on the bed. "You were so close." 

| laughed. "| don't ever come close." | scratched my nose out of nervous habit and set the bag on the 
nightstand. "I'm a junkie, Tommy. Don't you get that? This is the only way | cope with myself. The only way | 
deal with my demons, my childhood, my reflection in the mirror. | don't like it, but.it works." 


"It doesn't have to be your whole life." 


| laughed, again. This time, it sounded a little bit insane. "It already is." 


Intermission 


Author's Notes: 

If you know the album, you know what's coming next.sorry. This chapter is short but it was hard for me 
because | felt like | was talking about myself in most of it.maybe that's why | love Nikki so much. | quoted him 
quite a bit in this as well. 


I'm wondering what you're thinking as you read this. Not that | give a fuck what anybody thinks of me..but I'm 
curious. Do you think I'm insane? Do you think I'm a dumbass for doing this, over and over, even after | died in 


a dumpster in London on Valentine's Day and was lucky enough to be revived? Do you think I'm disgusting? 
There's no wrong answer. I'm all of the above and more. 
So..why? 


Why do | do this to myself? 


Because | can't tolerate myself. | hate myself, | hate my memories. | hate and hate and hate.. I'm a hater. | 
can't help it. I've tried religion, I've tried therapy, I've tried it all and nothing can make me reverse the fact 
that it all come bubbling up to the surface again. 


| feel so alone. 


| knew | didn't like myself when | was just a kid, because my mom didn't have time for me and my dad never 
came around. | had one person, and | let her down when | was a teenager and | ran away. She knew | was in pain 
and | was desperately trying to find a happy place, but | couldn't. | was fading away from being able to become 
overjoyed by a toy truck or a TV show. | was recognizing my problems and blaming myself for them. 


Why didn’t she like me? Why didn't he want me? My own parents, the very people that put me in this fucking 
place. Why couldn't they just guide me? 


‘Cause l'm useless. Worthless. 


I'd crank up Alice Cooper's "Eighteen" as loud as | could and sometimes l'd just close my eyes and picture 
myself in Los Angeles in the music scene. Sometimes I'd cry, cause | wanted to get out of this place, go 
running in outer space.. And sometimes I'd be so fucking jealous of Alice Cooper, I'd shut it off and sulk. | 
wanted to be like him so bad. | dressed like him. | tried to write like him. I'd get picked on for it. Why did they 
hate me? Why did they pick on me? Why did they call me Alice Bowie? Why did | get in trouble when | finally 
cracked and hit the leader of the group that made fun of me, across the face with a textbook? 


Why did everybody fucking hate me? 


| followed in his footsteps and made it to LA, but | didn't know anybody or know how to do anything. | couldn't 
play for shit. | could write, kind of, | had a visual but | needed help. But then | met Tommy, and for once, | felt 
like somebody didn't hate me. Maybe he was too dumb to see the bad parts of me, but | appreciated that 
about him and | clung to him even though he didn’t really notice. I'd ask him stupid questions like, "do | annoy 
you?" "Are you mad at me?", just because | felt so..unsure. It was strange, having someone around that.liked 


me. Yeah, | had my grandparents. It was just different with Tommy. 

The same went with Mick, just not as strong of a feeling, and same with Vince. They stuck with me, and that 
was special to me. We even recorded our demo, and | was so proud, | made the dumbest decision I've ever 
made. 


‘Its your son," | had told him through the phone. "It's me, Frank Jr." 


"| don't have a son," he said, and hung up. | softly hung up the phone, and contemplated laughing or crying. | did 
both. 


| changed my name shortly after, because | hated my name. 


Motley released our first album by ourselves. It took us a while to get there, but we got signed eventually. 
Then the accident happened, and | had enough money to go to the doctor. 


"Not much | can do," he had told me. It hurt for me to even move my arm, because | fucked up my shoulder 


in the accident. "It's not broken. You'll have to give it time to heal." 

The painkillers weren't strong enough. | couldn't play. It hurt bad, and | could take pain, | had endured my entire 
childhood, had | not? | started smoking heroin to deal with it. And then | started shooting heroin. My shoulder 
got better. | didn't stop. 


| hated myself for that reason. | let her take over, | let her win and now I'm an addict. | didn't care. Getting 


high took away the hatred and the pain.. 
That's why | do it. 
You would, too. 


Am | insane? You already know about the closet. Am | a dumbass? Am | disgusting? Am | unlovable? Am | an 


immoral son of a bitch? Am | sick junkie? 


| watched the rain fall against the window, and | lit another cigarette to hold in my sobs. My face was starting 
to match the window with all the drops of water falling everywhere. Sometimes, | wish somebody loved me. 


Just sometimes. | wish somebody cared. Maybe a knife in my chest or a bullet to my head would make 


somebody care. Wait a second, why would | do that when | could just OD? 
Anything worth doing, is worth overdosing. 
| closed my eyes. 


More on this later..after all, this is just an intermission. 


Dead Man's Ballet 


Isn't it fucked up when someone who is supposed to love you, but has never shown the love for you, suddenly 


thinks they can just walk right into your life like its not a problem they were never there? 
What do you say in a situation like that? 


More importantly, what do you say in a situation like that when they're only getting in touch with you for a 
loan of fifty thousand dollars. Firstly, why the hell does she need fifty thousand dollars, and secondly, does she 
really give a fuck about me? No. It's because l'm rich now. When you hear your son's number one hit on the 
radio, and you're broke, what are you gonna do? Not assuming you're a stone cold asshole like that, but if you 


were, that's what you would do. And it took Tommy to convince me of that. 


| flipped out on the phone, broke the phone, and cried on Tommy's shoulder for a good hour before | finally 
stopped and begged him to let me shoot up so | could calm down. He did. He's such a good friend to me. That, 
or he doesn't truly understand the damage l'm doing to myself. He's too blinded by his own addictions, which 


are not nearly as bad as mine. He's addicted to women..and | guess, cocaine. 

| stared at myself in the hotel mirror. | wasn't sure if it was the drugs or what, but | could not figure out 
how this fucking happened to me. | was such a happy little kid. | loved everything and everyone and 
godfuckingdammit | just went over this, | just went over all the reasons leading up to where | am now, and it 
still doesn't make sense to me. Why this? Why did | choose this? Why can't | get out of it? Why don't | want 
to get out of it? 

Why am | always asking why? 

Why? 

Why? 

Why.. 

| tried so fucking hard. | did, | promise you | did. | wanted to change. | wanted them to like me, even if they 
couldn't love me. I'd pack a suitcase, and when my mother came home, I'd show her and tell her | could come 


with her because | was ready. She said where she was going, kids weren't allowed, but she would be back for 


me and we'd go out on a long road trip together.. 
| dreamed about that road trip. 
| still do. 


It never happened. 


I'd try to get the kids to like me, but | was just too controlling and they didn't want that. That, or | would turn 
the game into some fucked up sadistic thing that scared them away from me, and I'd end up dragging my feet 
all the way back home and sitting alone on the porch. | didn't like it. | didn’t like me. 


| tried The teaches always told me if you try and don't succeed, try and try again. Well guess fucking what, | 
never succeeded in my childhood. Now, millions of people "like" me, but if they really knew me, they'd be scared 


and driven away, Too. 


Nobody understands the pain that | feel inside and perhaps because they don't get it, they don't understand 
why | take it out on them. 


I+ hurts. 


* 


Speaking of taking it out on people, | got drunk and waited for Tommy to come over to my room so we could 
go out like he said. | waited, and waited..and when two hours of extra waiting passed, | fucking gave up. | went 
out to his room and before | could even knock, | heard his bitch screaming like the whore she is. Oh yeah, 
that's so fucking nice. He could have her any time he wanted, and the one time he convinced me into being 


social and calming me down a tiny bit, he picked her over me. Figures. Not even | want me. 
| went back to my room and called up the main office. 

"Good afternoon--" 

"Hi, do you guys take special requests?" 

"Um..yes?" 


"Okay. Can you deliver a couple of buckets and a carton of eggs to my room?.also flour and butter. Actually, 


make it two cartons. Thanks." 


This time, it was worth the wait, and worth the odd phone call because of the look on the room service lady's 
face when my junkie ass opened the door and thanked her. | filled the bucket up with water and put one of the 
cartons worth of eggs inside it. | actually managed to get it above Tommy's door and | used the shoestrings on 


the boots that | had worn out on this tour to get it there. | adjusted it so when he opened the door, down it 


goes. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Vince asked me as he passed by in the hallway with a couple of blondes. | 
would've made a smartass comment, but he was smiling, so | knew he wouldn't have fucked me over. 


“Something you're not gonna wanna miss. You still got that camera?" 


"| do." 


"lIl come get you," | said. He went back to his room, probably to do the same thing Tommy was doing. | 
covered the doorknob in butter and for my last trick, | poured flour all over the hall 


| knocked on Vince's door and he came out with the camera and one of the girls. She had agreed to recording 


while he watched from a distance. 

"Why make her do it?" 

“Cause if he sees that, he won't beat the shit out of her. If it was me, he would." 

"Ah." 

| went and grabbed the untouched carton of eggs and started throwing them at his door. Once they were gone 
and the door unlocked, | ran for it. | grabbed Vince, who was stupidly standing out in the middle of plain view, 
and hid behind the wall in front of the elevators. We peeked around and saw naked Tommy, just as he opened 
his door, and all the eggs fell on him. 

"WHAT THE FUCK?!" He screamed. Heather came out behind him in her little robe, and the bucket fell and 
closed the door. The water got his feet wet and he was trailing flour everywhere. He spotted us and ran right 
at us. 

"YOU SONS OF BITCHES!" 

‘Oh shit!" Vince pulled me by the wrist and we jumped in one of the elevators and it closed right in time. He 
pushed every single button on the fucking thing, and it went up like ten stories. Plenty of time to laugh our 
asses off. 

"Did you see Heather's fuckin’ face?!" He said between laughs. "Oh god..that was priceless.’ 

"That was so many eggs," | said. "| bet she's so freaked out.” 

"Why did you do it?" He asked, finally calming down from laughter. 

“Cause we were gonna go out but he fucked her instead." 

"Asshole deserved it." We both laughed. 


"Why do you hate me all the time?" | blurted without thinking. 


"Huh?" 


| wanted to cover my mouth and shut up, but | looked down. "Uh. just think we'd get along more if we didn't 
fight so much over stupid shit." 


"Yeah..we would. Look, I'll try to stop being a diva all the time to you." 


"| promise I'll stop hitting you if you manage to do that" He laughed and the elevator door opened, and Tommy 
flew right in at us. 


"I know you fucking did this!" He yelled, throwing me up against the wall. "I can't fucking believe you!" 
"You brought it on yourself" 


He grabbed me by the throat. He was so pissed, I've never seen him like this. | was scared, but | wasn't about 
to give in to his shit again, so | squinted and spit right in his face. 


"On my fucking anniversary, dude?" 

"Fuck off!" 

He punched me in the face when | said that. Vince stepped in then, and pushed him away from me. 

"It was a fucking joke, Tommy. Calm down" 

Security came up behind him and grabbed him. 

"You can't be running around the hotel naked," they told him. "We'll escort you back." 

He glared at me as they walked him away from us. "I fucking hate you, Sixx." 

That stung. The elevator doors closed. 

"You're bleeding," Vince said as he pressed the number for the floor our rooms were on. "It's kinda bad." 

| just stared at the ground. 

"Nikki." 

| wiped my nose and looked at the blood all over my hand. | deserved it. | deserved that and more. The elevator 
doors opened and | didn't say anything, | just went back to my room, feeling like | did when | was a kid and they 


didn't like the games | wanted to play because | took it too far. It was his anniversary. | took it too far with 


someone who clearly didn't want me around today. l'm so selfish and stupid. 


| locked the door and threw myself down on the bed. | closed my eyes. | wanted to shoot up, | wanted the tour 
to end, and most of all, | wanted to disappear from all these people. 


Even after he was there for me, all | could do was embarrass him on his anniversary. Why didn't he just tell 
me? This was my fault, no sense in trying to turn it around. | hated myself. | really, really hated myself. And | 
deserved to be hated by others, too. 


When you're abandoned, the feeling of abandonment is usually a home to you. Not this time. It was so 
different, | didn't like it. | wanted to cry, and call him and ask him not to be mad, it was only a joke. don't like 


being alone. 


The one that never abandons me is heroin, and | had a date tonight. 


